


'T^rjr^geutc 

Enter the Qjietne* 


Qh. Wbo fhall hinder me to waile and weepe, 

To chide my fortune, and torment my felfe ? 

He ioyne with blacke defpaire againft my fdfe. 

And to my felfe become an enemy. 

Dm . What meanes this lecaneofrude impatience? 

Ox, To make an a<ftof tragickc violence, 

Edward) my Lord, your fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the roocc is witherd 
Why wither not the leaues,the fap being gone ? 

11 you will liue, lament : if die be briefer 

That our fwift winged foules may catch the Kings, 

©r like obedient fubie&s, follow him 
To his new kingdome of perpetuall reft. 

Dm. Ah fo much intcrcft haue 1 in thy forrow. 

As I had title in my noble husband : 

1 haue bewepta worthy husbands death, 

And liu’d by looking on his image: 

But now two mirrours of his Princely femblance, * 
Are crakt in peeces by malignant death. 

And I for comfort haue but one falfe glade. 

Which grceucs me when I fee my fhame in him. 

Thou ai t a widdow yet thou area mother. 

And haft die comfort of thy children left thee : 

But death hath fnatchc my childrenfrom mine nrmes, 
Anaplu6t two crutches from my feeble Hinnies, 

Edward, and £larenct, O what caufe haue I 
Then, being but moity of my felfe, 

To ouergo thy plaints and drowne thy cries r 
Boy, Good aqnt, you wcept not for my fathers death. 
How can we aide you with our kindreds teares ? 

< 5 <?r/.OurfathcilelTe diftreffe was left vnmoand, 

Your widowes dolours likewife be vnwept, 

Qu m ©iueme no hclpe in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring foorth laments. 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 

That Ibeinggouerndby the watrymoonc. 

May fend foorth plenteous teares to drowne the worlds 
Oh my husband for my heirc Lord Edwra, 
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- ' Of Richard the Tb/rd.- 

zJmbo. Oh for our father far our dcare Lord Qmiijlf. 

Dut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence, 

Qa. What flay had I but Edward , and is he gone ? 

Ambo. What flay had wc but Clarence , and is he gone ? 

Dwf.Whacttay had Ibut they and they aregone ? 

Qu. Ws s eu er widow, had fo deare a Ioffe : 

Ambo. Was euer Orphanes had fodeere a Ioffe ? 

Dut. Was euer mother had a dearer Ioffe 
Alas I am the mother of thefc moanes. 

Their woes are parceld, mine are generall : 

She for Edward weepes, and fo do I : 

I for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not (lie : 

Theft babes for Clarence weepe and fo do I : 

I for an Edward weepe, and fo doe they , 

Alas, you three on me three- fould diftreft. 

Powre all yourteares, I am your forrowes nurfe, 

And I will pamper it with lamentations. Enter Clocefiet 
t C//0.Maddam haue comfort^ll of vs haue caufe wtth others 
To waile the dimming ©four (hining ftarre : 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Maddam my mother I doe cry you mercy, 

I did not fee your Grace, humbly on my knee 
I craue your ble (fing. 

Dut. God bleffe thee , and put meekeneffe in thy naindc, 
Louc, charity, obedience, and true duty. 

Glo. Amen, make me to die a good old man : 

Thats the butt end of my mothers bkfling, 

I maruaile why her grace did leaue it out ? 

Buc. You cloudy Princes, and heart forrowing Peares, 
That beare this nnituall heauy loade of moane, 

Now chearc each others in each others loue : 

Though wjc haue fpent our harueftfor this King, 

W c are to reape the harueft of his Ibnnc : 

The broken rancour of your high fwolne hearts, 

Butlaflly fplinted,knit,andioynd together, 

Muft greatly be preferudjcbcrifht, and kept. 

Me feemetb good that withfome little rraine. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fetcht 
Hitherto London tobe cround our King. 
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